CHAPTER V
THE  FALSE  BELLING
I GOT safely to Ancona, and went to the best inn. When I
told the host I wanted meat for supper, he replied it was
Lent, and that in Lent all Christians fasted.
'The Holy Father has given me permission to eat meat.'
'Show it me.'
*He gave it me verbally/
*I am not obliged to believe you.*
'You are an impudent fellow.'
*I am master in my own house, and if you are not satiV
fied I beg of you to go elsewhere.'
This reply put me beside myself with rage. I swore,
I cursed, I yelled, when suddenly a grave-looking personage
entered the room and began to harangue me. After trying
to convince me that I was in the wrong from beginning to
end, he added, 'I will now go and appease the host, and I am
sure he will give you an excellent supper.' He returned soon
saying that everything was arranged. He told me his name,
Sancio Pico, a Castiian, and purveyor to the Spanish army.
I told him I was secretary to Cardinal Acquaviva, and we
supped together.
clf you would like to hear some excellent music,' said he
after supper, ccome into the next room, the principal actress
in Ancona is lodging there.'
Pricking up my ears at the word actress, I followed him.
A woman of a certain age was seated at a table with two
young girls and two boys; one, the taller, was about seven-
teen years old and wonderfully handsome. He doubtless
played the leading lady, as was the custom in Rome. The
younger son was handsome too, but more manly-looking.
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